Siam
on piles, and its pagoda bristling with golden
horns. It boasts a post office, however, quite
a countryside post office, where one may frank
letters with stamps bearing the likeness of King
Chulalongkorn; and a little telegraph office
also, for a telegram is brought to me, couched
in this wise:
"Superior Resident at Pnom-Penh to the
Governor of Siem-Reap. Will you please
inform M. Pierre Loti that he will find four
elephants at Kompong-luong on his return/'
It is what I was hoping for. I had asked
the good King Norodom if he could place four
elephants at my disposal in order that, when I
had made the pilgrimage to Angkor, I might
visit the pagoda where rest the ashes of the
queen-mother of Cambodia, in the midst of
forest
On leaving Siem-Reap our ox-carts turn
away from the river and follow another sandy
road which plunges right into the forest. And
then suddenly there is an end to the tall green
palms above our heads; for all this vegetation
of cocoanut and areca palms is confined to
the banks of the river* We make our way
now under, foliage that is similar to that of
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